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the mOny is paia backe a game, * 

0,1 do not like that paying backc,tis a double labour 1 
Pm.' I am goodfnends with my father, & may do any thin* 
paLRob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou doeft and do ft 
with vnwafht hands too. 

Bar. Do my Lord, 

Prin. I haue procured thcejacke a charge of foot.' 

Fd/.I would it had bceneofhorfe. Where fhall'l findeone 
that can fteale wel?0,for a fine thiefe ofthe age ofxxii.or ther 
aboutyl am hainoufly vnprouided.Well, God be thankedfor 
thefc rebclsjthey offend none but the vertuous*,I laud them j 
praifethetn. Pra.Bardoll, Bar My Lord. * 

Pm, Go bcare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafter* 

To my brother Xohn.this to my Lord of Weftmcrland. * 

Go/Peto, to hor fe,for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time: 

Iackemeeteme tomorrowin theTemplc hall, 
Attwoaclockein theafternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge,and there recciue. 

Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy Hands on high. 

And eyther they or we muft lower lie. 

Pal. Rare words b raue world.Hofies,my breakefaft come 
Oh, I could with this Tauerne were my drum. Exeunt, 

Enter Hotf pur, or after and Douglas, 

Hot Wellfaid,my noble Scot,iffpeaking truth • 

In this fine age were not thought flattery. 

Such attributiqp fhould thcDotiglas haue 
As not a Souldicr ofthisfcafonsftampe. 

Should go fo gcnerall eurrant through the world, 
x By God I cannot flatter,! defic 
The tongues offoothers,butabrauer place 
In my harts loue hath no man then your felfe; 

Nay,taske me to my word,appr oue me Lord, 

• Don, Thou art the king of honour, 

No man fo parent breathes vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him, Enter one mthletteri, ' 

f Itt, 


Henry the fourth. 

' Uot.'Do fo, and t’is well: What letters haft thou there ? 1 can 

butthankeyou. 

cSWe/.Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not himfelfe* 
tJtfcfHc cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuousfick. 
H<*,Zounds,how hai'he the leifure to be fleke 
In fuch aiuftlingtimcjwho leades his power? 

Vnder whofe gouernment come they along? 

Me (f. His letters beares hismind,not I his mind, 
JFor.Ipretheetell me doth hekeepc his bed? 

Me ft, Kedid,my Lord,foure dayes ere I fet forth, 
Andatthetimeofmy departure thence, 

Hewas much feard by his Phifition. 

Wor.l would the ftate of time had firft bin whole , 

Ere he by fickneshad binvifited; 

His heath was neuerbfetter worth then now . 

Htf/,Sickenow,droope now, this ficknesdothinfcft 
Thevcry life- bloud of our enterprife, 

T’is catching hither, euen to our campet 
He writes me here, that inward ficknefle. 

And that his friends by deputation 
Could not fo foone be drawne,nor did he thinke itmcctc. 

To lay fo dangerous and dcare a tru ft 
On any fouleremoiTd,but on hisowne, 

1 et doth he giue vs bold adueruf ement, 

Thai with ourfmall coniunttion.we fhould on. 

To fee how fortune is difpos’d to vs: 
for, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufcthc King is certainely pofteft 
Ofall our purpofeSi what fay you to it? 
ff'or. Yoiir fathers ficknefle is a maim e to vs. 

Hot. A perilous galh,a very limine lopt off, 

Atui yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Scemes more then we fhall find it: were ft good, 

Tofetthe exatt Wealth of al our ftates. 

All at one cafbto fet fo rich a maine. 

On the nice hazzard ofor.e doubtfull houre. 

It were notgood,for therin fhould we read 

H The 
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